You will hear boasting of flats and ponces, too,
half the boasts are true. There is a woman of thirtf
odd whom I meet on the 'Dilly often who looks a HQ|
servant girl. She has a pug face and wears the plained
taffeta frocks: before she went on the game she wa
married to a fifty shillings a week railwayman and
five children* Now, she told me, she kept a five po
a week flat and a maid. I was sceptical at first, but
have been there, and it is not a lie. There is a tall,
gainly girl, nearly six feet high, who plods down tfa*
pavement with a scrap of mangy fur round her colla^
ecD'you know, dear," she says, "I keep two places ad
two telephone numbers, one for lumber and one to
in. I give my ponce twenty pounds a week."
is the business for which we are there: many women
.keep two flats. And I know of ponces who
much more than twenty pounds.
Hardly one of the girl I know is without her matt
dependant. Without effort they command the happiest
mixture of sentiment and money sense. Most of then!
gamble. Many of them run small businesses, tobacco-
nists or barbers* shops. But there are Mayfair ponces
too, well-spoken, quietly dressed men with an offhand
drawl whose source of income you would never suspect
if you met them lounging against a cocktail bar. Some
of the girls are frightened of their men. tcl don't know
what I'm to do," a tearful figure will halt you at half-
past eleven. eel promised my boy I'd bring home ten
pounds to-night and I've been pinched once already,
and I'm sure I shall be pinched again if I go on walking.
I don't know what to tell him." Some of the girls are
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